72	SAINT JOAN
robert. What am 1 ?
steward. What are you, sir ?
robert [coming at him] Yes: what am I ? Am I Robert,
squire of Baudricourt and captain of this castle of Van-
couleurs; or am I a cowboy ?
steward. Oh, sir, yon know you are a greater man here
than the king himself.
robert. Precisely, And now, do you know what you
are?
steward. I am nobody, sir, except that I have the honor
to be your steward.
ROBERT [driving him to the wall, adjective by adjective]
You have not only the honor of being my steward, but the
privilege of being the worst, most incompetent, drivelling
snivelling jibbering jabbering idiot of a steward in France.
[He strides back to the table],
steward [cowering on the chest] Yes, sir; to a great
man like you I must seem like that.
robert [turning] My fault, I suppose.  Eh ?
steward [coming to Mm deprecatingly] Oh, sir; you
always give my most innocent words such a turn !
robert. I will give your neck a turn if you dare tell
H*e when I ask you how many eggs there are that you can-
not lay any,
steward [protesting] Oh sir, oh sir—
robert, No : not oh sir, oh sir, but no sir, no sir. My
three Barbary hens and the black are the best layers in
Champagne. And you come and tell me that there are no
eggs! Who stole them ? Tell me that, before I kick you
out through the castle gate for a liar and a seller of my
goods to thieves. The milk was short yesterday, too : do
not forget that.
sibward [desperate} I know, sir, I know only too well.
There is no milk: there are no eggs: tomorrow there will
b® nothing,
robert, Nothing! You will steal the lot; eh ?

